THE    HOUSE    ON    THE    BRAE

the fire-place, are all that meet your eyes, but
I see a round, unsteady, waxcloth-covered
table, with four books lying at equal distances
on it. There are six prim chairs, two of them
not to be sat upon, backed against the walls,
and between the window and the fire-place
a chest of drawers, with a snowy coverlet.
On the drawers stands a board with coloured
marbles for the game of solitaire, and I have
only to open the drawer with the loose handle
to bring out the dambrod. In the carved
wood frame over the window hangs Jamie's
portrait; in the only other frame a picture
of Daniel in the den of lions, sewn by Leeby
in wool. Over the chimney-piece with its shells
in which the roar of the sea can be heard, are
strung three rows of birds* eggs. Once again
we might be expecting company to tea.

The passage is narrow. There is a square
hole between the rafters, and a ladder leading
up to it. You may climb and look into the
attic, as Jess liked to hear me call my tiny
garret-room. I am stifier now than in the